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THE LOVER 

I WORE a gay soul for your sake 
Because a weary wooer vexed you, 
And strove my lost youth to awake 
Because the hint of death perplexed you, 
What folly — ^when your days were long 
And I had spent my time of song. 

Since gold was mine, wherewith to buy 

All a man's right to shield and hold you, 

A child at the world's mercy, I 

Bought too the right to stoop and fold you 

Against my breast, as lovers do 

Who learn how a great dream comes true. 

I had some hope that you might soon 
Give me the love for which I prayed you, 
Nay, you are young and in your noon 
Of beauty, how should I persuade you 
To grant me that I cannot win. 
Set wide your heart and let me in ? 

2 
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y years ebb with my dream apace, 
7eet, spare me one of all before you, 
tid love and death run in one race, 
)eed love in pity, I implore you, — 
Lit he is long upon the way, 
nd death outstrips him day by day. 
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APRIL 

Sweet, you were April's child, she, at the first 
Wrought you of smiles and tears, a heart's 
surprise. 

Until I passed with passion's lips athirst 

And kissed the sorrow shadowed in your eyes. 

Alas, you were some spirit ere I came. 

Some dream the Spring had kindled and made 
sweet. 

But I was mortal only, and the blame 

Of one blind moment clings about my feet. 
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THE TRAITOR 

Since you forgive not, yet foi^et 
The falsehood once I offered you, 
That if it chance again we met 
Hereafter, you might deem me true. 

« 

Not that you knew me would I crave 
Nor stretched out hands of gentleness. 
Not that the shadow of the grave 
Should urge your scorning lips to bless. 

Only that we should meet — that I 
Might seem some other, feel your proud 
Unknowing glance, and then pass by 
To mingle with the equal crowd : 

That the new truth I trembling hold 
Look not too strangely through my eyes, 
Lest aught of the long past unfold 
To trouble you with memories. 
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Thus only might I win one grace, 
Once for my barren life make claim 
To look a moment in your face 
And dream of neither fear nor shame. 
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MIRAGE 

Once prayed I to forget your face, 

That pride might make me deaf and blind, 
And blunt the passion of the mind 

To memory of your scornful grace. 

Yet did I dream of you one night. 
And all the bitter days between 
Were fled, as flees a forest scene 

From one who steps into the light, — 

And casts behind him with a cry 
The weight of haunted silences. 
The terror of unending trees 

Dim with the breath of mystery. 

Out in the sun I saw you move, 

And passed to fall before your feet, 
The smile upon your mouth was sweet 

As on the very lips of Love. . 
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Now that I would, I dream no more, 
Now that I would not, I forget, 
The forest Is about me yet 

A moving darkness as before. 

I prayed for blindness and am blind, 
I wander in the place of fears. 
The many trees are many years. 

With that one vision left behind. 
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A PARTING 

Lo, the last sun has failed us, and our love 
With that proud past between us falls apart ; 
Nothing is now save darkness, and above 
The slow stars gather at the night's sad heart. 

Are they in truth our sunbeams grown so white 
And palely shining which were gold before, 
So distant that we cannot reach their light. 
So cold, we are not warm for evermore ? 

Far far away my love, so far they seem 
Those glowing days wherein we smiled at fate 
Even as dim jewels broken from a dream 
And strewn upon the darkness desolate. 

Once had we wept at parting, joyed to weep 
Knowing that love held fast the meeting years. 
How he himself is holden of a sleep 
And in that silence is no room for tears. 
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Oh, Love once mine, in all the nights to be, 
Pray that with bitterness we grow not blind. 
Lest with the sun fede also utterly 
These lingering phantoms of the days behind. 
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AT A WINDOW 

Oh Love, with window to the west, 
Where high you sit and dream away 
The very heart from out your breast 
Into the sunset day by day. 
Did you thus learn that death is best ? 

Oh Love of mine, the spring is good, 
Sweet with the spirit of the wild, 
Here youth eternal, moves with mood 
Imperious, touches as a child 
The heart of life half understood. 

Suppose that you and I had known 
Some Spring together, in love's guise, 
Ere yet this scorn of life had grown 
In your young face and eager eyes. 
Would you have dreamed of death alpne ? 
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!Nay, if but once, had passion late, 
Soaring, unconscious of farewell, 
"Wrought you one hour of joy elate 
With a world's music, ere it fell 
A bird against the bar of fate, 

I gladlier could have seen you go 

To him who held you evermore. 

Aught of whose kingdom none may know 

Save the soft closing of a door. 

Save silence and the after-glow. 
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THE RIFT 

A bird's heart broken, in the Spring 
Made for all birds ; and you and I 
Who had been proud to see it fly, 

We two together did this thing. 

What were we that we could not touch 
Save but to kill the newly born, 
And learn with after-sense forlorn 

So young a life could mean so much ? 

Soon we may win us other birds. 

Bold eagles framed to face the sun. 
We shall have covered up the one 

And hid the spot with honeyed words. 

Yet sometimes we shall come again 

And strip the grave and leave it bare, 
Because the soul of Love lies there 

And all our place is with the slain. 
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THE CASTLE 

A CASTLE have I built in Spain 
For a fair lady's bower, 
But the wild clouds about it climb 
And heavily goes the shrouded time 
Which should have been love's hour. 

So white they wreathe it round, so fast 
They cling on tower and gate. 
Not even I the builder, yet, 
Have touched the marble parapet 
Where the red roses wait. 

She is not made for dreams, my love, 

Nor can she patience win. 

Such fear I have that she may find 

Another's castle to her mind. 

Ere we shall enter in. 
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THE NIGHT 

She lays her finger on her lips, 
No word she speaks, no song she sings, 
Her floating robe behind her slips 
A veil across familiar things — 

Till mystery mocks the troubled sense. 
As a sad poet's fancy, wrought 
Of dreaming, delicate, intense, 
Shadows the jewel of his thought. 
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QUESTION 

Where one summer sleeps you sleep, Beloved, 
What if all the waking years are fair, 
What avails the gleam upon their garlands 
When the flowers are dead about your hair ? 

Would you not awake again, Beloved, 
Did that summer lost, once more arise. 
Lifted she her shadow from your sleeping 
That the sun might touch your tender eyes ? 
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THORNS 

Thorns are in bloom upon the marge 
Of the dark trees, — in softened mood, 

To some charmed pleading suddenly 
Hath stooped the spirit of the wood ; 

That on the fringe of her proud robe 
The spring might work his will thus far 

With wayward sweet embroideries 
Pointed with beauty, star on star. 

So joy white-handed, wandering, 
Cometh to sorrow's grieving-place, 

Bordereth with hopes her garment's hem 
The while he smileth in her face. 
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LOVE IN A GARDEN 

Somewhere in the garden-silence 

Falling roses weep, 
Somewhere at the daylight's ending 
Underneath the shadows bending, 

I found Love asleep. 

There the rose-leaves downward drifting 

Lie upon his breast. 
Downward with a mute caressing 
Soft his dreamy eyelids pressing 

Into deeper rest. 

Roses, let such sweets of burial 

Fall with lightest breath. 
Lest he wake not on the morrow, 
Lest ye woo him with your sorrow 

To a dream of death. 
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TO LOVE IN AUGUST 

Now seeks no seeker, now is o*er 
Quest of some rare half-conscious thing 
Pursued of lovers cvermcMie 
Along the haunted ways of Spring ; 
Freed to the blaze of heaven is now 
The body of the soul once fast. 
The veil is rent fix)m feet to brow 
And streams along the golden blast 

Oh, Love enthroned, whose lips are wide 
To cbum the price of promises, 
A world of secrets long denied 
Writ large in your unshadowed eyes ; 
Well were it, did some pity stray 
Between you, and the souls you own, 
Who fail upon the tribute day 
And yearn upon a king unknown. 
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SONNET 

Was it so long ago, so far a Spring, 

Oh Love, that thou didst take the love I sought 

To ofFer, which the passion of my thought 

Deemed for thy choosing but a worthless thing, — 

Lifting it to thy lips and answering 

With tender voice didst make fair music wrought 

Of those poor notes which I had trembling 

brought ? 
Nay, rather Time hath paused upon the wing 
Since in that day thine utt'rance silver, strong. 
Broke o'er the strings of silence suddenly. 
And as the woods with waving murmur free 
The triumph breath of Spring the world along. 
So didst thou loose the Spring eternally 
About me, with the wonder of a song. 
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THE MESSENGER 

The little Love I sent you at the first, 
Bidding him beat his wings against your heart, 
You heeded not, and all unkind, refused. 
But afterwards relenting, did you stoop 
To take him in, with gesture pitiful. 
And kiss his quivering lips into a smile. 
Weeping to find him cold before the door. 
Ah, Sweet, he was unworthy of those tears. 
Yet do I dream that he, so small a child 
In those past days, in passionate gratitude 
Is grown a strenuous spirit, eagle-winged. 
Since with that touch whereby you welcomed 

him, 
Straight did his way upstretch thro' golden mist 
Even to the open glory of the sun. 
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A PETITION 

Loose thou thy spell, and of thy piteous grace 
Grant that I go away from sight of thee, 
Since I who give thee worship utterly, 
Still in the starving twilight stand and trace 
Naught save the glow of suns which set apace, 
And cannot choose but linger, nor break free 
From the enchanted beauty holding me, 
Ev'n that fair sun of death which is thy face. 
I can no longer front a fading gleam. 
Fain now at last would turn away my eyes 
And blot the sky out in a mist of tears. 
Reach out my hands and touch thee in some 

dream. 
And feel again perchance the first surprise 
Of those great hopes which held me in past years. 
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THE HORSEMAN 

Feel the past ours then, turn your cheek 
Against the air for listening, 
So comes it nearer, so shall speak. 
The wild breath of a distant Spring. 

Dearest, so fast he comes again. 
Leaves us no pause to laugh or weep. 
As with loosed hair and careless rein 
A gay dream gallops through a sleep. 

Through the broad valley swings apace. 
Lost in the hills his path behind. 
Swift, for sheer splendour of the race 
His horse's feet upon the wind. 

Dear, did you guess it would betide 
We should not lose him by the way. 
That ever at our call would ride 
The joyous knight of yesterday ? 
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Wan barriers for his holding seem 
The mists that on the hills are set, 
Close in the circle of our dream 
We and the valley ckum him yet. 
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SPRING 

The Spring goes singing through the town 
All on the way to claim her crown 
Out where her proper kingdom lies, 
Where woods grow green for love of her, 
Where are broad meadows with the stir 
Of water at their boundaries ; 
Where all a world of wonder waits 
Until she come beyond the gates. 

Not for the love of mortal men. 

Not for the pride of mortal ken. 

Does she her primal pageant keep, 

But for long-silent revelry. 

For sweet wild things of wood and tree 

Under the city stones asleep. 

For golden pipes of Pan laid down. 

The Spring goes singing through the town. 
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TO A LOOKING-GLASS 

Shall I not hide thee where the shadows fall, 
Who wert my lady's ere she went away, 
That thou mayst also know the night is all 
To those who lose the colour of the day ? — 

I cannot touch thee yet, because her face 
Was ever for the sun, in open skies. 
One may not dream her in a darkened place. 
Nor miss with thee, some vision of her eyes. 
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LOVE'S LIFETIME 

One Summer have we found, wherein to hold 
Love's lifetime, once to learn and understand 
The world together, where the heavy gold 
Of the year's crowning droops upon the land. 

Were it not well to die, to know no more. 
The while unwearied passion still is ours. 
The pause unbroken and around the door 
The spell of sun, the breath of burning flowers. 

Between the bitterness of yesterday. 

And that which comes with yet unuttered word. 

The many deaths behind upon the way. 

And those in wait before, untouched, unstirred ? 

So might we never, when no year avails 
To comfort, lose the glory once our own. 
Nor see the coldness of the light which pales 
To winter, brood in silence o'er the throne. 
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THE PILGRIM 

Forth in the morning he is sent 
Unwary, childlike, incomplete, 
To walk with unaccustomed feet 
A world of bitter wonderment. 

Oh, Master Pilgrim, at the goal 
So hardly won so far to find. 
Were it not mercy to make blind 
The spirit of the journeying soul ? — 

Lest but into a dream it slip 
The early splendour of the way, 
The hopes which held the opening day, 
The hand upon the staff and scrip. 

Lest he may never come aright 
To see across the final stream. 
The lamps of the last city, gleam 
Triumphant on the verge of night. 
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FOR THE NEW YEAR 

Here do men gather round the dim abjrss, 
Whence cometh up the Spirit of the Year 
With slow uprising, as of one whom death 
Hath lately held in deep imprisonment — 
And sudden loosed, till moveth thro* the dark 
The low uncertain thrill of wings untried. 
Here do men wait to mark him first emeige. 
Perchance to read upon his dazzled face 
Some message of the future holden there, 
Yet find they naught, for all his brow is clear. 
And framed in careless beauty as a child. 
In vain the thought which would approach to meet 
With human challenge wistful, impotent. 
That godlike mien unconscious, isolate. 
How should he pause to answer or to heed. 
Who, yet unlearned in ways of bitterness, 
Followeth ever, with uplifted eyes 
Proudly, the winged ages of the world ? 
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Thus those who watch, turn to their road once 

more, 
But with a prayer that Fate may lay light hands 
Upon him, use him well and tenderly. 
And after, send him backward into sleep 
With somewhat of that young untroubled grace, 
Wherewith he met his morn of destiny. 
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AFTERWARDS 

I WONDER, as the years grow old 
And bring us words to mock our thought, 
And tear the fabric Love has wrought 
About our spirit fold on fold ; 

When on the first fair silence press 
The frets of fruitless earth again, 
The weary trouble of the brain, 
The critic's thrill of bitterness. 

If we shall utter carelessly 
The unspoken passion now we clasp, 
And wither with a worldling's grasp 
The gleam upon the mystery. 

I pray that he beside the gate, 
That Love, who with the morning's flame 
Guards the far Eden whence we came. 
May to the end unwearied wait ; 
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Till we shall turn anew, and stand 

Where once we stood, with wondering eyes. 

And wander into paradise 

As children wander, hand in hand. 

Lo, the last sunset fading, fills 

With gold the gracious breadth of space ; 

Beyond the measure of the hills 

The world holds nothing but your face. 



